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CST To Move To New Campus 
In Southern Section Of City 



This is the biggest story of the year, fraught with color, 
excitement, human interest. Unfortunately, it is not yet fraught 
with too many, solid, concrete, it’s all-right-here-in-black-and- 
white facts. But be that as it may. 

It is well known by now, either 
through Sister Mary Daniel’s 
historic announcement or by other 
means, that the College of St. Ter- 
esa will be leaving Windmoor to 
the good uses of the Academy and 
will be moving south to a new loca- 
tion. The site has not yet been 
selected, but it will not he less than 
fifty acres. 



The traditionally beautiful Senior Key Ceremony, the first 
step toward graduation for this year’s fifty-three seniors, will 
be held at four o’clock Sunday afternoon, December 18, in the 
Auditorium of the Music and Arts Building 

As Anita Alverez, senior or- 
ganist, plays the first movement of 
Julian Zuniga’s Sonata on the theme 
“Adeste Fideles;” the seniors in 
academic dress will lead a candle- 
light procession, followed by the 
CST Chorus members in robes and 
stoles. 

Sister Henrietta Eileen, dean, will 
introduce the seniors, and Sister 
Mary Daniel, president, will pre- 
sent the keys. Each senior has her 
choice of a key, ring, or charm with 
the college crest and year of grad- 
uation. 

The guest speaker, Mrs. Evelyn 
Nelson Ryan, immediate past pre- 
sident of the Women’s Chamber of 
Congress, will address the students 
and their guests. 

"The Story of Christmas,” this 
year’s Christmas choral presenta- 
tion, will be sung by the CST 
Chorus, accompanied by Anita 
Alverez, and directed by Sister De 
La Salle. Warren Thomas, male 
lead in the college production of 
“The Chocolate Soldier” last 
spring, will be the tenor soloist in 
the cantata. 

Immediately following the pro- 
gram, refreshments will be served 
at a reception honoring the seniors 
in the Music and Arts Foyer. All 
students of the College are requir- 
ed to be present at the ceremony, 
in academic dress and parents 
and friends are invited to attend. 



Mr. Robert Smett of Rochester, 
New York, an actor, playwright, 
editor, and prominent lecturer, is 
at the College this weekend in con- 
nection with the activities of the 
Drama Department. 



Academy Students 
Take College Work 



TRYOUTS 

for 

Victor Herbert's 
Musical 

SWEETHEARTS 

December 15-16 
from 

7:00 to 9:00 p.m. 

Music and Arts 
Auditorium 



In keeping with the modern trend 
for colleges to work in closer har- 
mony with the highschool, CST will 
inaugurate a unique program in 
conjunction with the Academy be- 
ginning the second semester. Three, 
departments of the college will 
accept into their classes students 
selected by the Academy faculty. 
These students who are seniors will 
receive college credit for their 
work. 

Since the program is on an ex- 
perimental basis only one senior 
is being selected for each depart- 
ment. Joanne Wooster will be ad- 
mitted to the Advanced Composi- 
tion Class which is taught by 
Sister Marcella Marie; Anne Trip- 
lett will be enrolled in elemetary 
French taught by Sister Rita 
Agnes; and Marilyn Miller will 
attend the trigonometry class under 
the direction of Mrs. Jordan. 

The details for this program are 
being worked out by Sister Hen- 
rietta Eileen, dean of the College, 
and Sister Anna Joseph, director 
of the Academy. Both the dean and 
the director are enthusiastic and 
believe this is only a beginning of 
opportunities for the gifted high 
school student. 

The three seniors will be expect- 
ed to maintain the high average 
they have thus far had in their 
academic work. Only after a care- 
ful study of the girls’ ability was 
the selection of these three seniors 
made. In the area for which they 
have been selected each girl is par- 
ticularly gifted. 

The present program is thought 
to have advantages over many of 
the advanced placement programs 
in operations throughout the coun- 
try. The seniors will be attending 
classes with the college students 
and will take the same examina- 



Fifty acres to develop into a 
college. Elbow room. Since plans 
for the new institution are still 
in the hands of God and the Sisters 
of St. Joseph of Carondelet, it 
would be presumptuous or pre- 
mature at the least to forecast any- 
thing definite. 

But the spirit of man is restless. 
It would envision wonders. One 
parallel development, now in its 
pioneer stage, can be expected to 
flower even more magnificently in 
the new setting, for instance. The 
European Tour for undergraduate 
study in comparative education and 
the arts, inaugurated this year by 
Dr. Helen Billings, should attract 
not only scholars but the interest 
and support of the entire communi- 
ty. The twin dreams of expansion 
for the college and such study 
tours have become realities almost 
before the mind can assimilate 
them, in spite of the fact that they 
have been so long in coming. 

Excitement on Campus 

Any newspaper would be remiss 
if it failed to mention these two 
revolutionary events in favor of 
the old complaint, “Nothing ex- 
citing ever happens around here.” 
Because it does. It certainly 
does. The difficulty is in crystalliz- 
ing the excitement. And excitement 
uncrystallized can look like apathy 
from a certain distance. 



Eight girls will be received into 
the Sodality on December 8, Feast 
of the Immaculate Conception. The 
opening conference at 9:30 o’clock 
will be followed by a Mass during 
which the candidates will make 
their Act of Consecration to Mary, 
thus becoming Sodalists. Father 
Luke Feldstein, O. P., director of 
the Sodality, will officiate. A 
brunch for the new Sodalists and 
the members will be held after the 
reception. 



Mr. Robert Smett 



Mr. Smett attended universities 
in New York and Canada and has 
taught at The Rochester School of 
Drama and Nazareth College. He 
is at present editor of the National 
Catholic Theatre Conference bulle- 
tin, The Catholic Theatre and The 
Courier Journal, Rochester Dioces- 
an weekly. As an actor of diversi- 
fied roles, a director, and a writer, 
he has been especially active in the 
theater, and on television. 

Present Cuttings 

Members of the Acting Class 
and of the Drama Club have pre- 
pared cuttings from such plays as 
“Gigi,” “The Diary of Anne Frank," 
“Pygmalion,” and “The Importance 
of Being Earnest,” for Mr. Smett to 
criticize at an acting workshop 
Friday. 

Sunday at 7 p.m. Mr. Smett will 
be the special guest when the 
chamber Theater class presents 
four short stories: O’Henry’s “The 
Trimmed Lamp;” Pearl Buck’s “The 
Old Demon;” Kay Boyle’s “Natives 
Don’t Cry,” and “After the Thea- 
tre” by Anton Chekov. Tomasina 
Degnan, Toni Maurin, Gloria Phil- 
lips, and Bettye Schmitz, drama 
majors, will appear as the charact- 
ers in the slories. 



tions that these students take. It 
is hoped that such a program will 
encourage a more serious attitude 
toward study on the part of both 
the highschool and the college stu- 
dent. 

For the past year the Committee 
on Educational Policy has been 
studying various ways for the col- 
lege to help meet the challenge of 
the gifted highschool student. Now 
the Committee will have the sat- 
isfaction of seeing the first step 
taken toward fulfillng that chal- 
lenge. 



The candidates have been on pro- 
bation for a year and a half. Last 
year they attended a series of ex- 
planations on the Sodality way of 
life, including instructions in the 
Sodalists’ daily duties. This year, 
even during the summer months, 
the probate attended reguar Sodali- 
ty meetings and strived to develop 
the habit of faithfully performing 
their daily duties. 



Resident Students 
Probably the new College of 
St. Teresa will boast a gradu- 
ate department and a dorm for 
resident students. This would ob- 
viously attract more students 
from more places. Hopefully, 
there will be superior facilities 
for fine arts, sciences, and lan- 
guage also. To restate the ob- 
vious, the biggest boon of all 
will be increased space. 



Swimming Pool 

Suggestions for the new campus 
are not lacking in conversations at 
Donnelly. These include tennis 
court, swimming pool, student un- 
ion and all the other comforts that 
are usually reserved for the humor 
issue of the paper to suggest. No 
one cares to argue with Newman’s 
demands for bodily well-being as 
the prelude to scholastic achieve- 
ment. 



Assembly Speaker 
Those in the Drama and Literary 
clubs are invited. A discussion of 
the plays will be held afterwards, 
and refreshments will be served. 

On December 12 at the student 
body assembly Mr. Smett will lec- 
ture on “The Meaning of Tragedy.” 



It is in the area of scholastic 
achievement that there is great 
promise for the future institu- 
tion. Herein there has been past 
accomplishment and herein there 
will be continuity and growth. 
The College of St. Teresa, like 
comparable places, has a history 
founded on the sacrifices of the 
Con’t. p. 3, col. 5) 



First of the Year 
January is the cruellest month 
Then, if ever, come dreaded days 
Out in the snow, poor shivering 
lambs 

Back in school come final exams. 



STANDING, Kay Lcitner. Barbara Rush, Bonnie Hudson. 
Phillis A^gelcr. SEATED, Gay Puestcr, Patsy Phelps, Connie 
Kassick. (Not present for the picture were student nurses.) 
Mary Helen Leahy, Linda Hare and Mary Jo McLarney. 
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Christmas 

At 

Carey’s Castle 




Ann Carey 



It’s true that the days of horse-drawn sleighs with jingle bells and 
rosy-cheeked carolers shuffling through the snow are gone. But I don’t 
think that the old-fashioned real spirit of Christmas will ever die — at 
least not as long as there are people like my family who carry it on in 
their own unique ways. And, believe me, Christmas at Carey’s Castle is 
unique. 

My mother believes that the best way to motivate this spirit is to 
decorate the house— the whole house. Now, this is easier said than done, 
because our house happens to be an ancient, rambling, three-story, 13- 
room stone structure; and it is because of its bulk and antiquity that my 
friends have affectionately dubbed it “Carey’s Castle.’’ 

About the first week of Advent, mother begins to drag out the de- 
corations and plan her method of attack. She has always wished that 
we had stained glass windows on either side of our front doors, instead of 
the plain, “peon-type’’ plate glass ones. So, nothing will do but for me 
to climb up on a ladder and paste up triangles of colored cellophane. I 
must admit, that this endeavor is quite successful — the effect of the 
sunlight shining through the colors is very striking. There is just one 
problem, however. I never can get used to coming down to breakfast 
and seeing my fingerprints (which I had very unknowlingly left on the 
“stained glass”) magnified by the rising sun and reproduced on our carpet 
in glowing colors. Somehow, it always makes me feel like the criminal 
type. 

But one of the most interesting things is to try to imagine just 
what the house will look like when I get home from school each day. As 
my brother says, “As Christmas draws nearer, the house takes on the 
appearance of ‘Ye olde curio shoppe.’ I don’t think I will ever forget 
the day I arrived home and walked innocently into the living room to 
be greeted by a flash of multicolored light. Of course, my first impluse 
was to take cover and wait for the all-clear signal, but I managed to pull 
the divan off of my head when mother’s cheery voice asked me how I 
liked her new large-size flashing light string which she had drapped 
around a picture on the wall. Of course, I had to encourage her by ap- 
proving, but she still thinks I call them the “blinking lights” just to be 
continental. 

And I really don’t mind mother wearing a huge gold star on top of 
her head propeller-style, but the day that my little sister came running 
to me and declared that we had been invaded was just a little too much. 

I peered cautiously around the corner of the front hall, and sure enough — 
a satellite was perched on the chandelier. But mom came through with an 
explanation for this, too. She had started to make a table decoration of 
pipe cleaners and miniature ornaments, and become quite carried away. 
When she asked if I didn’t think it reminded me of a modern star of 
Bethlehem, I didn’t have the heart to tell her the truth. The one thing 
that I am sure of, however, is that we’re the only family with an exact 
replica of Sputnik I hanging next to our picture of the Sacred Heart. 

Of course, we are great exponents 
of keeping Christ in Christmas, so 
we put our crib in a prominent 
place right on top of the piano, 
and outline it with a string of tiny 
lights. Last year one of the lambs 
emerged from the attic with no 
head, but mother didn’t hesitate a 
minute. She spent the day chewing 
a pack of gum, and shaped it into 
the desired form; after it was dry, 
she applied white shoe cleaner. We 
had the most polished lamb in town 
until one of the lights got too close 
to our friend, and he really lost his 
head— all over Bethlehem and en- 
virons. 

With our high ceilings, nothing but the tallest tree will do. This is 
all very well and good, but one year we made the mistake of cutting the 
tree off at the top instead of the bottom. This led to a steady stream of 
people slyly asking if they might go upstairs to see the top of our tree, 
since the bottom was so pretty. 

But I think one of the essential cheer-making elements is the mistle- 
toe; it is hung in every doorway, hall, nook, and corner, so that it’s almost 
impossible to seek safe refuge in the whole vicinity. Of course, this fact 
adds to its popularity, and I don’t think anyone who has come into the 
house has ever complained of its abundance. In fact, the whole ceiling 
of the kitchen is practically covered with it to the extent that it looks like 
a hanging garden. 

“After all,” mother claims, “it’s only fair. I spend most of my time 
in this room, and it might as well be gay.” Well, it’s gay, all right, but 
with all of the male relatives hanging out in the kitchen all day, the 
Christmas turkey is somehow a little slower making it to the dinner table. 

And once at the table, surrounded by all the faces of your family 
and relatives, you still haven’t escaped the decorations. I really don’t 
mind the everygreen and string of lights surrounding the picture of the 
Last Supper, but I have found the angel’s chimes a little intolerable. This 
little device has four candles with provide the heat to move three 
angels, who, in turn, ring three bells. Now, this isn’t so bad if you can 
establish a definite rhythm— but, last year we underwent the catastrophe 
of one angel losing her gong. So instead of “ding dong ding,” we heard 

“ding. . .ding etc." One of the very disconcerting things about this 

is that you soon discover yourself unconsciously supplying the missing 
"dong.” ' iMiilfl 




Christmas 

Fragments 

--I960 



Kay Lcitner 

Where love and commerce co- 
exist 

Santa Claus is sagely pissed. 

It 

will be 
a well-dressed 
winter. Boys will 
Receive sweaters l{nit 
By college girls who can 
Weave more than intellectual 
th- 
re- 
ads. 

Li\e a body which has lost its 
head 

We live on memories and con- 
jectures. 

Between the Babe's first coming 
And his man-kingly last . 

. . .What stance takes Christ 
Beside the coffee ma\er ? 

Ah, coffee warms the heart and 
Ardent turns the conversation. 
Happy advent of the human mind, 
Thrives above mere merchandized 
steel. 

How many swaddling clothes 
Shroud the soul ? 

Or 
ho to 
view 

Him coming in our talk 
Of Russia, Tsfew Orleans, 
the 
bas- 
ket- 
ball 
game’ 

In the vernacular, we praise Thy 
name. 

Come we closer to the thing? 
Meantime Menotti sings: 

"O do you k now a child 
The color of wheat 
The color of wine. . ." 

And Grandma Moses sells 
Christmas cards for Hallmark 
And the city erects a world 
Of artificial lights 
Strangely comprehensible. 

And a rocket vies with 
The Star of Bethlehem. 

Shall we, like J. B., go on as men 
Or with shepherds crowd the stable 
floor ? 

If we go on as men 
Let it be as men 
Who come but 
To adore. 



But you know, when I think about 
it, there must be a method in this 
“unique” madness, because I’ll al- 
ways remember the spirit of Christ- 
mas at our house. I’ll never forget 
how when you open the door, the 
bells ring; and before you can 
shake the snow out of our hair, an 
undo has his arm around you and 
is informing you that you’re stand- 
ing under the you-know-what; and 
you can smell the plum pudding 
over the pine; and you can hear 
the children laughing and the old 
people chattering; and you can see 
the lights flashing; and the lamb 
has a new head. Then you know 
that this is really the spirit of 
Christmas — at least, Christmas at 
Carey’s Castle. 




A Jewish Convert Looks At Christmas 

And Brought Me 
To This Season 



Christmas is remembering. It is 
the paper Christmas tree with the 
crayoned — in colors that your too- 
ther made to console you because 
Daddy would not allow a real one 
in the house. It is singing AWAY 
IN A MANGER with the fifth 
grade class, scrupulously keeping 
silent at the words “ . . the Little 
Lord Jesus . . ” It is saving up 
$2.00 with which to buy your 
mother a bottle of Evening in 
Paris cologne and then being 
scolded for wrapping it in paper 
that is imprinted with a Nativity 
scene. It is running your charge 
accounts too high because $2.00 
gifts don't make a good appear- 
ance in business. It is trying to 
keep a few feet between you and 
the office wolf while the white 
and gold tree from the best flor- 
ist in town winks in the comer. 
It is crying at about 4:30 on 
Christmas day when you suddenly 
realize what it means to be com- 
pletely lonely. 

Christmas is a feeling. It is a 
sad and lonely feeling when you 
are on the outside looking in. It 
is a bewildered feeling when you 
are aware that others know some- 
thing that you do not. It is an 
envious feeling when you are 
somehow excluded from a joy you 
cannot experience. It is a feeling 
of frustration when someone 
brings you to Midnight Mass 



and the strange ceremonies, odors, 
and bells mean happiness to every- 
one else but not to you. It is an 
empty feeling when you find that 
even having the symbols of Christ- 
mas — the tree and the candles and 
the pi-esents— - you are still missing 
that elusive something which the 
others share. Worst of all, it is 
a disgusted feeling when Christ- 
mas morn means a hangover 
and embarrassed memories of the 
office party. 

Christmas is a miracle . . because 
“..the Word became Flesh and 
dwelt amongst us.” Because sud- 
denly, without your understanding 
quite how it happened, you know 
what has been making people so 
happy all these years. Because 
you are not alone and you never 
were. Because life isn’t something 
to be got through but something 
sanctified by the greatest love the 
world has ever known. Because 
this Child who came into the world 
to die, did so that you may live. 
Because the woman who gave birth 
to the Son of Man is truly “. .the 
joy of Israel and the glory of our 
people.” Because now you can 
really pray those words you 
learned as a youngster: 

“You have kept me and sus- 
tained me and brought me to 
this season. The Holy one of 
Israel; blessed be He.” 



Our Contributors 

Beverly Swerling, freshman, shares with us her “felt” experiences 
of Jewish Christmases and contrasts them with Christian ones. Beverly 
has already distinguished herself on campus as incisive "intellectual” 
with an interesting background. She is active in the Judaeo-Christian 
apostolate. 

Mary Margaret Salamone and Janet Schmitz, also freshmen, offer 
their impression of life as lion and scarecrow, respectively, which they 
played in Wizard of Oz. Janet also reports Key Ceremony and drama 
news for this issue. 

Kay Leitner, the collegiate Landon Laird, exercrises her critical 
faculties in discussing J. B., the music assembly, the expanding college 
and contemporary Christmas. 

Ann Carey, junior, tells about Christmas in Carey’s Castle, the large 
old house in which she and her family live. 

Anna Jane Wright writes delightfully of the painful ordeal of Wood- 
row Wilson candidates and sundry other items. She also confesses how 
she found the time to write in spite of a hectic schedule. 

Grace Burtholome reports the sophomore’s Christmas Dance and 
also appeals for support of CURA. 

Ann Banfield gives an artist’s eye-view of a work in progress as she 
discusses Sister Joan Louise’s “St. Joseph.” Her article is interesting, 
too, for a well-thought-out theory of art. 

Margaret Hagel, junior, reports the Sodality reception. 

Last but not least, we acknowledge the photography of Sister Marcel- 
la Marie, the cartoon art of Madeline Seferovich and the general assist- 
ance of Judy Coleman. 
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The Children's Theatre 

Random Thoughts on Being 
A Lion And A Scarecrow 



Mary M. Saiomone 

I cannot say that being a lion 
has always been my goal in life. 
Yet, I worked at creating the 
cowardly lion in the CST produc- 
tion of The Wizard of Oz as though 
nothing else mattered. I’m not on 
friendly terms with too many lions; 
so, the interpretation had to be 
all my own. That was where my 
problems started. How does a lion 
talk, walk, think? Over and over 
again, I kept asking myself the 
same question. 




LIKE GRR-R-R! 



Having been fortunate enough 
to have been bom in New York 
City, Brooklyn, to be exact, I’ve 
been blest with a charmingly de- 
lightful accent which solved my 
lion’s talking problems. I wanted 
my lion to be very different, and 
I thought that a loud booming New 
Yorker type voice would do the 
trick. Besides, I cannot talk with- 
out a New York accent. 

The walking bit gave me a lot 
more trouble. As I had said before, 
I’m not on friendly terms with too 
many lions. All my pals walk on 
four feet, but my dear character 
was one of the two-legged class. 
Pains, all the time, pains! I finally 
chose a slightly hunched walking 
position. I felt like the Hunchback 
of Notre Dame. 

Thinking like a lion was really 
an easy problem to solve. As any 
good student of logic knows, lions 
do not think. So naturally I did 
not have to even bother with that 
phase of my character study. 

All my information had been 
carefully gathered and learned 
when I decided I was ready to per- 
form. As I stood on the side of 
the stage waiting for my cue, 1 
felt cowardly and not very liony. 
Suddenly, the cue line was thrown 
and with head bent, forgetting all 
I had learned I ran up the stairs 
to the stage and pounced upon my 
poor fellow actors. The result of 
my efforts is now a matter of his- 
tory. 



Dependable Service 
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Janet Schmitz 

It was impossible, I supposed, 
to identify the former college girl 
behind that clown face with its 
blue nose and wide “stitched” 
mouth, behind that straw-filled cos- 
tume and over-sized pair of gard- 
ener’s gloves that the “Scarecrow” 
wore in the “Wizard of Oz.” But 
perhaps a little of that loveable, 
brainless character rubbed himself 
off on an unsupecting me. 

For instance, for the first time 
since I became a self-consicous 
teen-ager, I didn’t worry whether 
every straw was in place when the 
camera snapped. (I did try to keep 
my mouth closed in the picture 
since my teeth had a ghastly yel- 
low look beside that chalky-white 
face.) 

I’m not really sure whether we, 
the Scarecrow and I, were the 
same person at all. He was floppy, 
pigeon-toed, completely unstable, 
and he left bruises from falling 
which stayed on me long after the 
straw that kept coming out had 
been swept off the stage for the 
final time. To the children, wide- 
eyed and delighted by the play, I 
was the Scarecrow. Children fifty 
feet away watched to see if I moved 
an eyelash during the few minutes 
I was on the cornfield pole. Even 
their mothers (grown women-im- 
agine!) came up after the show 
and pinched me to see if I were 
really stuffed and to see how I 
managed to be so boneless. Several 
children asked, “Did they really 
take off your head?” 




O, TO BE A SCARECROW 



Most of all, being in the play was 
fun, as anyone who was in the cast 
or crew backstage will agree. I 
was a little reluctant to leave the 
poor old Scarecrow when I peeled 
off the blue nose and tried (and I 
mean tried to scrub away the vivid 
red circles on my cheeks for the 
last time. 

No praise from a famous critic’s 
pen would have sounded half as 
good to me as this letter from a 
fourth grader at Guadalupe school 
written a few days after the play: 
Dear Scarecrow, 

I like the way you said “bwains.” 
The way you said it was funny. 
And the way Dorothy picked you 
up it look like you were a real rag 
the way you stood. 

The “dummy,” the “hay” man, 
the “real rag” with bran-new 
“bwains” tried to settle down to 
being just a human college girl 
again. But it’s not the same. (Now 
why did I just stumble over that 
rough place in the floor?) 



CRESTWOOD 

FLOWERS 

Where Artistry li the fin le . . . 

not the exception. 
EVERETT G. BENNETT, Ow nor 
331 Edit 55th HI. 4-7200 
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Cheerleaders: 



have been chosen Rockhnrst cheerleaders. They arc: Janet 
Hansen, Kathy Plummer, Tony Maurin, Kathy Hegarty, Kathy 
Glennon and Barbara Clark. 



The Ordeal of Being Candid 



By 

A Woodrow Wilson Applicant- 



My dear students, I doubt you 
realize that you have unknowingly 
been witnessing one of the most 
agonizing spectacles possible (out- 
side of getting up the courage to 
go see the Dean for your grades, 
of course). Kay Leitner and I have 
been in pain and doubt for the past 
6 weeks and yet Sister Marcella 
Maria has the type of sense of 
humor that thinks our suffering 
would make a good feature article, 
so I shall try to collect myself and 
possibly put on paper (for posteri- 
ty) some of the questions and pain 
to which Kay and I have been sub- 
jected. 

Kay and I were nominated for a 
Woodrow Wilson Scholarship, and 
if we are selected from some seven 
thousand students nominated, we 
shall then be orally questioned to 
determine whether we win one of 
these nice scholarship to continue 
our formal education. 

Now, you’re probably asking 
yourself, how do they eliminate 
from the seven thousand students 
applying. Let me tell you!! One 
of the rules is that you write in 
a thousand words or less, an au- 
tiobiographical sketch telling of 
your intellectual and related (?) 
interests and what you plan to 
do in the future. And Sister 
thinks this is funny. I asked Kay 
to please tell me something hu- 
morous to write and she said, 
“I find the whole thing complete- 
ly devoid of any trace of the lu- 
dicious.” Well, I could agree and 
end the article, but I think they’re 
planning on a more detailed ac- 
count for the paper so — 

When you’re writing, “Why I 
like Me,” subtitled “How Great I 
Am” and better known as “Please 
Choose Me,” How do you do it 
gracefully ? 

The first problem is style. Should 
it be scholarly, pei'haps a few foot- 
notes, and liberally sprinkled quotes 
from famous authors and a few 
Latin, German, French, Spanish, 
Italian and Greek phrases thrown 
in for good measure — just to let 
them know you’re intellectual and 
have a command of many langu- 
ages? But what would you do if 
you were selected and the question- 
ers spoke all those lanuages ? ) Ob- 
viously, this approach is out. So 
how about using a buddy-buddy 
style, a little bit of slang to show 
them you’re a regular fellow and 
really hep on the latest, like, way- 
out, man. Somehow this seem inap- 
propiate for the occasion. Perhaps 
a rather ornate prose, or maybe 
plain newspaper style, with just 
the facts, ma’am. 



In any case, after you’ve decided 
on the style, then comes the big 
problem: What do you say? 

If I tell them I worked my way 
through college, will they think I 
didn’t study? But then, If I don’t 
tell them, will they think I have 
lots of money? 

Should I tell them Pm wild 
about baseball? Or will there be 
a football fan judging, who will 
be offended? Maybe I should 
just say “sports” and risks a 
Chinese Pogo-Sticker on the pan- 
el, who will ask me about this 
particular sport. Should I even 
mention it? 

Should I tell them I like Hen- 
ry James — but then will I have 
to admit I’ve read only one of 
his novels? Or possibly I 
shouldn't mention any specific 
name, and give the impression 
I’ve read everyone. Oh, that’s 
even worse! 

Should I make a great show of 
humility and say I’m not in Who’s 
Who (for you all know the funny 
story about the girl who applied to 
Radcliffe and had to fill in on the 
application blank whether she was 
a leader or a follower and she 
.vrote “follower.” Three weeks 1 av- 
er she received a letter signed by 
all the faculty, welcoming her to 
the college with these words: Out 
of the 450 students in the Fresh- 
man Class, we have 449 leaders and 
one follower and, my dear child, 
we are so happy to have you. Wel- 
come, Welcome) But do they want 
leaders ? 

And worst of all— as an English 
Major — should I admit that I don’t 
understand — poetry! Oh, the terror 
of it all. 

Last, comes the rather gruel- 
ling choice of selecting a photo 
of yourself. Kay solved the pro- 
blem with her usual efficiency 
by rushing down and getting her 
pictures for graduation and 
thereby eliminated thumbing 
through old albums. She debated 
whether to send the picture with 
the intense look of a scholar or 
the one with a bright devil-may- 
care-smile. She admits she ended 
up sending the one “with the 
most shadows so as to make my 
features rather indistinguish- 
able.” 

I was slower and more careful 
and finally was forced to send a 
picture from high school, which 
sort of looked like a picture of Fa- 
bian posing for a toothpaste ad. 

But now, now it’s all over and 
Kay and I both find ourselves wish- 
ing we had done everything exactly 



Corsages Cheap 
Made To Order 

The Music Department is at it 
again. This time they are selling 
Christmas corsages cheap, as Sister 
de La Salle put it to the assembly. 
Since the labor is free, Sister has 
engaged the help of her fellow 
Sisters during their recreation 
period, the student can get a dollar 
value for sixty-five cents. The cor- 
sage-returns will be used to help 
finance the trip for two members 
of the chorus to attend the Nation- 
al Educators Meeting this spring. 

If you don’t happen to like the 
usual combination of reds and 
greens and silvers that constitute 
these corsages, Sister de La Salle 
in her more generous moments is 
taking special orders for colors to 
suit the taste. It isn’t everywhere 
you can have a corsage made to 
order for sixty-five cents, but as 
Sister says the labor is cheap. 

the opposite. How will it all turn 
out? I doubt you’ll hear from us. 
If we are selected for question- 
ing, we're going to be too busy 
trying to catch up with all the 
glowing statements we made about 
ourself! 
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Lately, all the books I have been 
reading have been dedicated to 
someone who personally helped the 
author with his work. And I know 
this is only a column, but never- 
theless, I feel obligated to make a 
dedication — a dedication to Sister 
Rita Agnes, who is my French 
teacher, although I doubt she would 
recognize me if I came to class 
because I so rarely come. (You see, 
I am only auditing the course and 
with two jobs and three English 
classes, which mean read, write, 
read, write, for credit, I have to 
budget my time, and guess what 
class I always leave till last?) But 
French has been benefical, for if I 
win a Woodrow Wilson, it’s because 
1 typed it during French; if my book 
review places in the contest, it’s 
because it was written during 
French; in fact, Sister, I hope you 
enjoy everything Ive written be- 
cause 1 owe it all to French. And 
perhaps the only consoling thought 
I can offer is the fact that William 
Faulkner flunked out of Harvard, 
and I have my own private belief 
that he was probably auditing too 
many courses that he didn’t attend, 
but. wrote his Pulitizer Prize win- 
ning novel, The Sound and the 
Fury, instead. 

Present For A Nun 
I only want to say a few words 
about Christmas (since the stores 
have been advertising it since Oc- 
tober 31. But it’s just a little 
thought I remember and I suppose 
I shouldn’t mention it — but when 
we were freshmen, we were trying 
to decide what kind of a present 
to buy the moderator and some girl 
made the suggestion that the nuns 
liked to receive some of the modem 
ingenious toys as jokes. Now four 
years later, it has just occurred to 
me that most probably they must 
give these toys away because for 
the life of me, I can’t imagine that 
Sister Marcella Marie has toys 
strung all over her room. 

The Inimitable Mr. Brydc 
One left-over note from the el- 
ection I hope you all remember 
well. It will be at least another four 
years before you hear Mr. Bryde 
say, “I’m going to dismiss the class 
so you can all go downstairs and 
watch T.V.” (President-Elect Ken- 
nedy). And bobbing in and out of 
the girls clustered around the T.V. 
set was Mr. Bryde, taking the roll. 
Once, I thought he even stood on a 
chair to get a better glimpse, not 
of Kennedy, hut the girls hidden 
in the front row. 

Memories Of Retreat 
The first year I went to retreat 
at Conception, Missouri, I saw this 
darling fluffy puppy playing with 
some children in the yard next to 
the retreat house. I have been hope- 
fully looking for this little dog. but 
without any luck. But this year, 
on my way to the church, I was 
reverently crossing the grass when 
a huge bear-like monster came 
rushing upon me, knocked me down 
and started eating my coat. And 
there, right by my side (so to 
speak) was the adorable puppy 
who had grown up to be a rather 
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affectionate St. Bernard. But this 
was the least of my wounds. While 
coming out of the chapel one after- 
noon, I was suddenly seized with 
a wild fit of autumn fever. Run- 
ning down the hill that sloped to 
the lake, I felt like “sun-kissed 
youth” or some appropiately titled 
picture. It seemed a shame there 
was no artist present to capture 
the scene of “Girl Running Through 
The Heather” etc. Giving one wild 
leap for pure joy, I came down 
hard upon a clump of earth and 
sprained my instep and kicked my 
shin. Slowly limping back, I real- 
ized that it was too cold to be with- 
out a coat and promptly caught a 
cold. But 1 suppose the spiritual 
benefits out weight the physical 
discomfort. 

Sunday at lunch, a boy named 
Jerry was sitting at our table. He 
had been in the seminary at Con- 
ception and was on a leave of ab- 
sence. He was besieged with ques- 
tions that had occurred to the girls 
during the retreat concerning the 
monks, the singing, classes, etc. As 
a particularly quiet moment at the 
table, Terry Beth Mayer said in 
a very serious and confidential 
voice, “Jerry, may I ask you a ques- 
tion?” He looked a bit startled but 
consented to “try to answer it.” 
All the girls waited expectently for 
what seemed to be a rather ex- 
citing question. Then Terry asked, 
“Do you all have to use the same 
NAPKINS every day up there?” 

On Being Photogenic 

I was feeling quite wise and ma- 
ture when I went down to Sudvarg's 
to have my picture taken for gra- 
duation, but I would have lost my 
diploma in a minute if any of the 
faculty had seen me fumbling 
around with the hood ; it was flap- 
ping down my back and right be- 
fore 1 strangled myself with this 
symbol of education, Mrs. Sudvarg 
came in and showed me how to put 
it on. 

After the cap and gown pictures, 
I went in and put on my white 
blouse (with pointed collar). Mr. 
Sudvarg promptly told me that he 
wanted to continue taking pictures 
of the same girl, so I’m anxiously 
awaiting to see what in the world 
I look like in my cap and gown! 
And I hope, along with the other 
seniors, that you all will see us in 
our cap, gown and that blessed 
hood on or around May 27. 
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Math Dept. Offers 
Modern Course 

It isn’t that the multiplication 
tables are being replaced in the 
Math Department, but a new course 
is being given this coming semest- 
er which gives emphasis to the 
theory of groups, sets, rings and 
fields. This is all mysterious e- 
nough to the uninitiated, but we 
learn further that the course will 
emphasize greater understanding 
and meaning by means of livening 
the curiosity of the boy and girl 
in their grade concept of arithme- 
tic. This means there will be less 
drill and more incentive. 

You are eligible for the course 
if you have had two years of high 
school algebra and one year of 
geometry. The course is entitled 
Modern Trends. If you haven’t had 
the high school requirements, a 
five hour course in college algebra 
is also sufficient. 

Sister Pachomia, who is teaching 
the course, hopes that the course 
will be of special help to the stu- 
dent who has had little experience 
in work in three dimensional space, 
Vector Space, to use the really 
modern terminology. 



Europe Bound, con't. 

conducting calisthenics classes, and 
rescuing people who fall overboard. 
The student may receive extra 
credit for climbing the Eiffel Tow- 
er. 

FIELD CROPS — This course 
would substitute for chemistry, 
biology or general science and re- 
quires the student to grow plants 
and explain the effects of differ- 
ent climates and write a compre- 
hensive paper on this subject. 

BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 
and/or VISUAL AIDS — Naturally, 
the student would be expected to 
completely' understand the busi- 
ness angle of running a boat and 
will give an assembly program, 
making use of convenient props, 
such as a boat, sailors, etc. 

SHOP — The student will make 
repairs on some of the old Cathe- 
drals, retouch up a Michelangelo or 
two, and set the Tower of Pisa 
straight. 

These courses would add many 
students to the tour who previous- 
ly thought it was impossible to go 
because of some of the above re- 
quirements. Nevertheless, I might 
add for those who feel it is going 
to be all study and no play: if 
you’re in a strange country, why 
shouldn’t you get conveniently 
“lost” once in a while? (this last 
sentence is only' a proposed ques- 
tion and not necessarily the plan 
of the author.) 



How To Have An Intellectual 
Discussion Under Handicaps 



Margaret 

First of all let me state that it 
was a bad night for a Literary' Club 
meeting. We only meet one Sunday 
night a month; so why does it 
have to be on the only night in 
December when Kansas City is en- 
joying a genuine, unadulterated 
monsoon ? The sheets of rain and 
the 100-or-so mile an hour winds 
weren’t exactly omens favorable 
to a large and spirited gathering. 
“But what’s a mere hurricane to a 
discussion of Shakepeare’s Corio- 
lanus?” I reasoned as I tried to 
finish the three acts I hadn’t read 
in the twenty minutes ride to 
school. 

I arrived at 7:25, clutching my 
copy of Plutarch’s life of Coriolan- 
tis, which I had read, and my copy 
of Shakespeare’s Tragedy Of Co- 
riolanus, which I had not read. 
Peeking into the lounge, I noticed 
right away that we probably were 
not going to have a seating pro- 
blem. In fact the only other being 
visible was Judy Coleman, and she 
was heading for the door. She ex- 
plained that she only came over to 
help Sster Marcella Marie prepare 
refreshments for the meeting. That 
was comforting — at least Sister 
Marcella was there. 

It turned out that not only was 
Sister Marcella there but two boys 
from Rockhurst had shown up. The 
boys gave Sister and me a very 
scintillating account of Coriolanus’ 
character and tragic flaw, and then 
suddenly became very silent. It 
seems they hadn’t read the play 
either, but only Hardin Craig’s 
analysis of Coriolanus’ character 
and tragic flaw. 

The meeting was saved from in- 
tellectual disaster by the arrival 
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of Grace Bartholome, wrapped up 
in a soggy newspaper in lieu of a 
raincoat. “It’s the sports section,” 
she said, “my brothers are 
going to kill me." After we had 
wooed her away from her fear of 
fratricide, she proved invaluable to 
the discussion since she had actually 
read the whole play. Ellen Barry 
and Kay Leitner straggled, or rath- 
er swam, in a few minutes later. 
Both had read the play, or at least 
most of it. “I didn’t get to the last 
act,” Kay confided, “I’m dying to 
fnd out how it ends." 

In spite of the varigated back- 
ground in reading experience (2 
introductions by Hardin Craig, 2 
by Parrott, one Plutarch, and three 
Shakespears) we managed to have 
quite an intellectual discussion. We 
concluded that Coriolanus’ tragic 
flaw was the perfection of his vir- 
tue, that his refusal to compromise 
his ideas led to his downfall. Over 
refreshments consisting of chili, 
crackers, and coffee we further de- 
cided that Coriolanus was a man of 
action, a good soldier, but certainly 
not a politican. (The inference that 
politicians compromise their ideas 
was entirely unintentional.) 

Now lest you think that this is 
a description of a typical Literary 
Club meeting, let me protest. The 
Literary Club is not ordinarily a 
group of seven people eating chili 
and discussing a book they haven’t 
read. Part of the failure of this 
meeting was due to the weather; 
perhaps part was due to the rela- 
tive unattractiveness of the title, 
Coriolanus. It hasn’t the drawing 
power of a better known Shake- 
spearean play or a book with a 
more familiar title. 
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CST Places First 
in Book Reviews 

Word has just been received from the Catholic Community 
Library that St. Teresa’s has placed first in the number of 
points received for the fall Book Review Contest. Ann Ban- 
field came in second in the contest with three points; Kay 
Leitner placed third, with two points; and Anna Jane Wright 
placed fourth, with one point. James Becklv of Rockhurst 
placed first with four point. Sacred Heart College, Wichita, 
came in third with a total of two points and Donnelly College 
and St. Mary College received honorable mention. 
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Not a "rah rah” left in him! He’s just 
discovered there’s no more Coke. And 
a cheer leader without Coke is as sad 
as a soap opera. To put the sparkle 
back in his eye— somebody!— 
bring him a sparkling cold Coca-Cola! 
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